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MORAL REASONING 


One day a lone orange 
appeared in the break room fridge, 
top shelf, right side. 


Each time the door opened 
it greeted me: a perfect globe— 
pristine, sunrise-skinned, luscious. 


I never touched it; it wasn't mine. 
But every day I yearned to finger 
its firm, supple leather, to feel 


its heft heavy in my palm, to score 
and peel back perfect petals, 
to savor its fragrant, tangy nectar. 


Day after day no one claimed it. 
My desire went unsated. I watched 
that orange lose freshness, forsaken, 


desiccating by degrees, shriveling— 
a waste, its purpose unfulfilled. 

I was the one who finally tossed it. 
To this day I still wonder: 

if one tastes forbidden fruit, 


does its sweet juice sear the tongue? 


—Patricia L. Hamilton 
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INTELLIGENT DESIGN 


Inspired by: "What tick saliva does to the human body, " by Sarah Zhang, The 


Atlantic, July 25, 2019 


Note how saliva from a tick 


will drug one's flesh. Its mouth will stick 


and squirt a pain-reliever in, 
so none will notice its first prick, 
although it stabs just like a pin. 


Anti-coagulants next thin 

the blood, so that it won't congeal. 
Feasting unfelt, a tick drinks in 

a splendid and luxurious meal 
each time it manages to steal 

rides on its unsuspecting hosts. 


The innards of this arthropod 

are subtle as the mind of God — 
cocktails of proteins gift the tick 

with clever compounds we'd applaud - 
except that ticks can make us sick. 


Although each body's first instinct 
will be to fight back, ticks can boast 
secretions which will do the most 
disarming tricks, allowing ticks 

to dodge immune response like ghosts. 


—Denise Provost 
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INCREASINGLY 


there will be fewer 

of us at each other's funerals 

now that we have aged out 

of our youth and gone beyond 

the years some of us may have assumed 
while others, like myself, never expected. 


I had no idea my life 

could go on this long, 

with increasing joy and gratitude. 

As I add decades to decades, 

continuing to expand the breadth, 

of it with the breath of what I am 

and what I do - poet, grandmother, friend - 
I live in gratitude for the width of it 

with the wealth that is the joy 

of health and harmony. 


The next decade will be the one 
when all my ages will begin 
with the number eight. 

An octogenarian for the years 
gone by and ahead, 

hoping to celebrate 

the breadth and the width 

of it with loving breath. 


— Ellie O'Leary 
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SOUL CAGES 


One sees them almost everywhere: 
Rhubarb leaves laced in spider webs, 


A cold cottage in winter's drifts 
Overlooking that frozen lake, 


Lobster pots stacked as back yard dykes 
That tumble down in sea-house sprawl, 


In-between pages of a book 
Dog-eared, tight, left melded for years, 


Perspective's point of vanishing 
Diminished by dread recession, 


The space behind that endless stall 
Of a stutterer's vital word. 


— Dennis Daly 


ABOUT TIME 


Yes, time plows forward 
relentlessly. 
But, too, it's a bully all bluster 


easily rebuffed. 
Just moments ago, 
I —again—pitched 


a soft ball strike 
in a grade school game 


my team is going to win! 


—Robert K. Johnson 
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ONCE A CHILD 


Dressed for school I leave 
the house after breakfast 
separate from the yellow kitchen 
and from my mother 

turn my back 
to the barn its warm rowdy population 
of cats and calves pigs rabbits 
bandy roosters 

my Pepper slips 
her cool nose into my hand 
I kneel beside her wrap my arms 
around her soft black fur 
then tell her Stay 

as I walk alone 
down the long lane lined with trees 
like tall brothers guiding me 
one by one till I reach 
the sycamore 

its trunk broad 
as several of me I lean my length 
against its pale scaly bark 

as I wait 

like a tree in the weather 
watching the sky the flat fields 
the wind in the weeds in the ditch 
and the road that will carry the bus 
that bears me away 


--Мағу Buchinger 
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What must be done and not 


In old age, I find many tasks 
once easy are now difficult, 
some impossible. Besides 
decluttering, I simplify. 


I don't like passing jobs off 
to Woody, but it happens. 

I try to decide what's vital 
and what can be dropped 


or at least postponed. 

My life feels quite finite. 
More doors close on me 
as I edge forward. Friends 


vanish into earth, assisted 
living. I enjoy what I can 

as deeply as І can. Each 
pleasure is a flower unfurled. 


Let me sink my face in it 
relishing the scent. Each 
day unfolds its weather. 
Each day is a little birth. 


—Marge Piercy 
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1971 


One flight of stairs up, that apartment, 
rented by someone I was never to see, 
had a big picture window that looked 
over the street, but was usually masked 
by the kind of cheap curtains that came 
with apartments in those days, tan, 
loosely woven, diffusing a couple of 
sources of light, one off to one side, 

no doubt from a table lamp, the other 
from a ceiling fixture, which I'd see 
now and then as I passed, the curtains 
left open, one of those commonplace 
cheap frosted glass fixtures, square 

but dished up at the corners, probably 
etched with little violet-like flowers 
such as the one was, above me, where 
I rented, too, just a few houses down. 


Oddly, that's what I remember most 
clearly along that cool, shady street 

of once stately old homes, all of them 
broken up into apartments, that one 
ceiling fixture, probably dusty and 
peppered with dead flies, spreading 

its light over a dull spackled ceiling 
such as the one was, above me, through 
that loneliest year of my life, when 
sometimes, beaten by living, I'd 

lie down on the carpet, looking up, 

and there was that fixture—three bulbs, 
one always off color, more yellow— 
like the one in that other apartment, 
through a high window within which 

I was never to see anyone, ever, 
although somebody had to be there. 


--Теа Kooser 
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NO NEED TO FEAR THAT LONG GOOD NIGHT 


No need to fear that long good night. 
Faith brings a peace, fear melts away. 
You can embrace a change in light. 


There is no need to make a fight. 
In grace and love your spirit stays. 
No need to fear the long good night. 


In knowing that the Lord is might. 
There is no need to fear the way. 
You can embrace a change of light. 


That which is you is still alright. 
The good that's you, gives strength to say 
“No need to fear for that good night". 


You can see all with pure delight. 
Relax in peace and gently pray. 
You can embrace the changing light. 


Do not be scared; it is not right 

that everything is gone away. 

No need to fear the coming light. 
You can embrace life in God's sight. 


—Peter Bryant 
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THE FORTUNE-TELLER SHAKES HER HEAD 


The fortune-teller shaker her head 

and pats humanity's palm. 

You poor souls. 

Is she joking? 

We are customers, paid fifty bucks. 

She gives us our money back. 

Which makes it all the more chilling. 
Never have we wanted money back less. 
What does she see? 

Bloody knives plunged into our torsos? 
Muddy swamps where our souls should be? 
But all she says is 

I'm closing now. 

Like the planet we live on, she wants us gone. 


Give humanity credit for having the guts 

to see a fortune teller. 

We sense a bleak future but prefer to ignore it, or assume, in the end, 
we'll be saved by something or other: an error in the data, 
a scientific breakthrough, divine intervention. 

Lately though, 

birds flutter in our stomachs every time it doesn't rain 

or rains too hard 

or rains dead birds 

the birds we no longer hear at dawn 

the dawn that arrives darkly 

on the street where we stand 

staring at the closed sign 

in the fortuneteller's window. 


—Cynthia Knorr 
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KOMBOLOI 

I'm eating a scone at 5:15 p.m. — 
strange timing because the next thing 
I'll do is walk home and cook dinner. 
I'm sitting here, watching people 
come in and out. 

In the back of my mind 

are woods, shafts of sunlight setting 
across the leaning trunks, 

all those lines, flashes 

not of light but of momentary 
history. 

I sip my tea. Look, 

lift up your eyes— 

there's that light high up, 

mounds of shape and flutter 

and glinting downward, 

dusk and cloud; the wide-open 
wind-blown space, street 

and plaza dimming. 

A woman rushes out to pet 

a dog, black on a purple leash. 

A young man with broom 

and dustpan at the end of a long handle 
comes to sweep under my feet. 

The memory is everywhere, 

the moon, the moon-box, 

containers within containers. 
Everything has an inside 

except some feelings 

which are impenetrable. 

The old Greek couple are 

singing now in Greek 

flipping the Greek beads 

on their fingers. 

They tried to teach me once 

but that simple action 

eluded me. 

Of course, I should have made dinner 
earlier instead of sitting here 

eating a scone, 

but it's pleasant to be here. 

How unimaginable, how strange— 
no other time or place, 

just always this one, 

even if transformed, 

maybe stripped of business and human 
signs, maybe crossed by 

rivers with new foreign trees 

still green, with birds. 


— Hilary Sallick 
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CELEBRATION OF FOOD POEM 


My Australian friend wrote 

*An Ode to Neenish Tarts," 

to celebrate her local pastry, 

with its yin/yang 

chocolate icing and jam filling; 

but also, perhaps, to celebrate “tarts” 
as complicated women. 


While cannibals may eat their kind, 
even vegans tease 

each other's appetites 

of body, soul, and mind. 


Hungering, we look into 
our meals as if beloved. 
Salivate over a real dish. 


Condemned man's wish 
for final meal (imagination fails): 
how about a Big Mac? 


I recall my mother's roast beef, 

the charred outside with spices 

and juice. The smell of its roasting. 
Pink within. Roast potatoes, 
glazed with gravy. 


(Also foods that made me gag: 
cabbage, sauerkraut, lima beans. 
Brussel sprouts. Asparagus. 
Cauliflower. No baked beans, 
thanks, mixed with hot dogs. 

No fish, except tuna with 
mayonnaise. I hated little bones.) 


Nutrition or entertainment? 
Junk-food plays on weaknesses; 
love for sugar, salt, and fat. 

Our taste buds tuned to blare. 


My sister with thyroid issues 
in later-life was put on meds 
that deadened taste. 

Her only pleasure was 

the crunch of celery, textures 
probed with tongue. 
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The chef's piece de resistance 
demands tantric concentration 

to savor different ingredients 

and how they contrast and blend: 
sweet, salty, sour, bitter, and umami. 


From gourmands to gluttons, 

we revel in tastes. Except for 
whole food dieters, who avoid 
ultra-processed foods and rely on 
fruits, vegetables, vitamins, 

lean protein, minerals and fiber, 
to ensure healthier, longer lives. 


Speaking of which, my father, 

a candy manufacturer, 

over-sampled his own wares 

and suffered from alcoholism, 
diabetes, and obesity. He died at 72. 


"Candy is delicious food; 

have some every day" changed 

to “Candy is a Fighting Food” 

as our company's slogan 

during World War 2. Sugar 

was rationed, but Candy qualified 

as an essential industry and survived 
on Army contracts for C-rations. 


—A brief digression, I admit, 
from pastries, appetites, and wit. 


What are you eating? my friend 
private-messages me during the 
poetry zoom she co-hosts, 

which spans my Boston dinner hour 
and ends before her breakfast. 


—DeWitt Henry 
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FABULISTS 


Truth lies in the spirit in which a lie is told. 
When the liar is fundamentally sincere 
about the truth he hopes his lie promotes, 
and rational citizens are swayed 

by his aura of honesty, his cogent delivery, 
and somehow all survive the lie and prosper 
because it was a tender, protective lie 
unadorned with fester, froth or fulsomeness, 
we're cheered by that lie, so nearly true. 


But when there's not the faintest inkling 

of such grace in the liar who dwells in the shadow 
of his name, and conjures every utterance he makes 
in the spinning jenny of his cotton-stuffed brain, 
does it not behoove us, fellow fabulists, 

to rise up in wrathful riot against 

the indisputably rottenest liar who ever 

has mounted his morbidly undulating face 

before a camera, and lied, and lied? 


As fabulists, our principles are simple. 

We wrest from our hearts the raw stuff of our stories. 
Every tale we tell, we wish it real, best of luck. 

What keeps us wholesome is our love of truth. 

We don't dodge it, or snake around it, we just say 
there is a way of seeing things, bear with us 

while we make up what feels missing. 

We know we're hanging by the skirts of time. 

The mad one needs a solid kick or two. 


—Tomas О Leary 
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BEN FRANKLIN NOMINATES THE WILD TURKEY AS THE 


NATIONAL BIRD 


The homely favorite of the sly old man, 

He seems nearsighted in the way he walks 
As he makes his way across the span, 
Uncertain when he lifts his head and gawks. 


We meet him daily, out and on the prowl, 
In search of something that he left behind, 
An attitude befitting of a fowl 

Who likes to argue, gesture, and be kind. 


Now here he comes, with gleaming chest unfluffed 
And tail outspread in circular display, 
Who holds his wings curled low and fisticuffed, 
Advancing as Kabuki dancers may, 
A large, top-heavy, self-respecting bird, 
Who gabbles by design, true to his word. 

—Joyce Wilson 


PORTRAIT OF A DYING MAN 


He sits up in bed steps into shoes 


paces the room wondering what happened to home. 


Oxygenated water—a gurgling stream— 
he leaves tubing on the pillow to leap over stones. 


He sees his wife as if in a dream— 
but doesn’t cry out as she reaches for him. 


Instead, he whispers to her with tenderness, 
I've just found my wedding shoes...let's start over. 


He leaves the room singing—her hand in his 
Опсе уои have found her пе  ver..... 


— Carla Schwartz 
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HOW ARE YOU? 


Throngs stream through the church door. 
I offer apples, bananas, 

above the roar of another Tuesday: 

And how are you? 


Always, the question hangs 

among pushing hands, bleating cries. 
He works with addicts, the homeless, 
and who will he save tonight 


as he sits and stirs 

his coffee dispensing help with dinner? 
A madrigal of voices 

in the desperate air rises 


falls, rises. Brief moments on the rim 

of sanity tilt my heart toward him, 

toward corridors of hope 

where everything in the room is rinsed of dust, 


is shining. The wild moon 

still pushes against blackened screens. 
Another overdose in the bathroom, 

a constant winter 


and still the language of love 
seeps in, 


settles into the crevice of night 
as throngs stream through the church door. 


—Lee Varon 
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BEN WE HARDLY KNEW YE 
Columbine Babies Reach High School, Fall 2014 


Ben was a friend, a good friend, 
who brought candy to sad girls. 
He visited our house with his buds, 


"the awkward boys". The kids played 
Manhunt around town, which is like 
Tag meets Capture the Flag (with kissing). 


Ben made a Facebook page as Eric Harris. 
He sent friend requests to all the gang. 
My daughter had to ask who Eric Harris was 


but she didn't tell me then that the boy 
behind the page was Ben. She didn't want 
me to worry. Or ban him from the house. 


The probation department in Littleton Colorado 
said Eric Harris had the potential to do well in life 
and was very intelligent. 


The guidance department at our local high school 
said the same about Ben. He had friends. 
He tried out for the track team. 


Ben was a wizard with video editing and computers. 
He dubbed metallic music with reverberating screams into 
Columbine security footage. No one told me that either. 


We were on our way home from my in-laws 
when my daughter got a call in the car 
from a boy who was crying. It was about Ben. 


My daughter had missed a call from Ben 
the day before when she was at the movies. 
Sometimes even kids miss calls. 


But there was a voicemail. 
From a very drunk Ben, 
saying he loved her. He called 


not long before he went to the ER 
for alcohol poisoning; not long before 
he was discharged against medical advice 
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went home with his hardworking father 
and shot himself. The ambulance came 
quickly and too late. 


The sitting rooms at the wake were crowded 
with choked-up parents and teachers, cradling 
cider and seltzer water as if they were stiff drinks. 


The porch was mobbed with mingling kids. 
Pictures of Ben from the Homecoming Dance, 
with my daughter, were out on display. 

Parents kept asking the kids if Ben was bullied. 
The police came to our house to listen to 

the voicemail. They recorded the interview, 
taking notes around the kitchen table. 

A few hours later the local cop came back 

with a state trooper, to talk about Columbine. 
The cops were wondering if Ben was a potential 
school shooter who succeeded only at suicide. 
Six sophomore boys carried a coffin heavy with questions. 
Ben was a sweet sassy awkward boy 

fascinated by guns, Eric Harris, 

and Dylan Klebold. 

He died at 15. 

He broke a girl's heart. 


And all of us were changed. 


— Elizabeth S. Wolf 
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THE PEOPLE WE WAITED FOR 


My hands warm on a Back Bay brownstone's 


iron railing. Distracted, I want July sun 

to remind me where my palms are. 

Flesh turns hot as my attention drifts vague 
blocks toward Beacon Hill. A woman 

I cannot see is walking toward me. 


I'm waiting for my mystery lunch date, 
standing on the steps belonging to 

a once-was home of had-been Brahmins, 
disappeared into faded social registers. 
My day job squats behind the door: 

an office in dark wood for young adults 
who catalog library books to scrape rent. 
None of us cherishes these jobs. 
Sarcasm and misery rule the age. 


I am about to be able to see the woman 
at the end of this block. Standing in sun 
for a woman who doesn't yet have 

a face, not in this instant. Nor do I 

hold a face for her, not for these 
shrinking seconds, July breath across 
my hands not quite relaxed on the iron. 


A woman arrives at the address 
where my unhappy co-workers 
gossip behind the door. This must be 
my nervous smile. This must be hers. 
These are our jittery hellos. 


One hour will recast us from strangers 
unmet, to strangers with faces, 

to the people we had waited for 
without knowing we were each alive. 


Now, in this hour of our surprise, 

there is a question we will ask for decades. 
What other choices did we ignore, 

that we might have made, that would have 
kept us alone, bypassing each other? 


— David P. Miller 
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FROM THANKS TO PLEASE 


Come winter, deer will be lured out 

the deep woods by the rich smell of golden seeds 
blown across the snow, and they risk the open sky 

to lick and chew and savor such a small blessing 

in the white field. I see them standing in the frozen 
morning before dawn within the turns of that tall grass, 
asleep on their feet with frosty backs as their white 
breath comforts the still air. It is memory, not 
clairvoyancy, that brings me to worry about these deer, 
that and a gift from a daughter of a deer feeder, 

as if such things are common in back yards. I put this 
rustic wooden box a few feet high near the back 
property line and fill it with cracked corn, with honey 
nuggets of grain, and place on top a salt lick that smells 
like green apples as the man at the feed store recommends, 
saying, “Everyone in the hilltowns has a deer feeder 
that they overflow with grains, then sit at home and oil 
their shotgun, waiting for hunting season to open. 

It works well. I've done it. I always have venison 

in the freezer." Since I don't ask for recipes, he makes 
change, carries the bag of feed to my car and says, 
“Good luck.” Perhaps I could have told him I am 
shotgun-less, but that's not even a word, only an idea, 
for what it's worth. But I'm preoccupied recalling 

the time a doe in mid-summer stepped out of the woods, 
entered the far corner of the field with two fawns, 

still spotted, to show them the source of her sweet milk: 
acres of grass waving, a green invitation as mother 
explains in her way how bitter acorns and pine pitch 
become in February and how everyone must take 

what sweetness life offers, but the children are gamboling 
through grass to their shoulders, leaping, tossing 

their heads, and kicking hooves in the roomy air 

of a meadow where tree trunks won't jump out 

to trip them. 


—Gary Metras 
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BLUE GLOBE 


Out on the porch I find an old blue globe from decades back 
like a fractured planet dented and a bit blurred out of focus 


unfamiliar as if someone redrew geographical lines 
moved country boundaries revising in capricious mood 


changing names as well as the shape of various places 
The Union of Soviet Socialist Republics stretches wide 


as if there's no possibility of shrinkage though it gets 
shattered causing frantic scramble to reassemble Russia 


Putin commandeers Crimea attacks Ukraine as if it doesn’t 
deserve entity merely a temporary aberration lacking 


existential rights Georgia's wobbly border subject to revision shoved 
sideways redrawn as that's how adjacent powers elbow-strangle 


little neighbors toward the stinging threat of non-existence now 
golden Jerusalem shivers inside tiny Israel while Holocaust survivors 


endure sudden attacks terrorist leaders choosing noble names 
to validate viciousness avoid debased nazi tags prefer titles 


coined by Hamas or Hezbollah extremists organizing in secret 
collecting ammunition storing rockets in Gaza's tunnels and 


caves choosing which weapons will best annihilate enemies 
at a music festival random murder of Jewish elders and babies 


but what about Palestinians who aren't terrorists just want to 
live in peace on their own land transcending horrors of history 


but this can't happen while kidnapped hostages are bartered like 
playing cards and masked jihadists share videos of bloodied bodies 


post gruesome celebrations on line revenge-hate surging proud 
widening the parade of raw death glowing ablaze in holy land hell. 


—Nina Rubinstein Alonso 
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LONELINESS 


Brittle floors, leftover dirt from 

an animal that got in 

Splinters, I want you to remove 

The cracks in the ceiling get bigger like 
the sky looking into colorless graves 
So many corpses and ghosts in the barn 


Loneliness is this deserted place 
revealing itself to me 

A crunch from leaves under my feet 
reminds me what has happened 


A rhythm of names in a book I found 

Stuck in the unknown of why this farmhouse exists 
The book is musty, moldy 

Is there something I should know? 


The whispering of the trees put words in my mouth 
Oh I can taste the soul of the mourners 


Will I ever belong here? 


—Gloria Mindock 
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THE SOFTENING OF SNOW 


A friend once said, when I would carp 
about another friend whose work 

was always late and full of quirks, 
“St. Thomas said, 'Soften your heart." 


I felt the ice crack with her words, 
almost as 1f a soft snow fell, 

made round edges of my hard shell, 
cooled the tongue of the mocking bird. 


I'd waited long for that first snow; 
my steps fell hard on icy ground. 
The silent snow cools all around. 
The quiet softening would show 


the many sides of crystal flakes, 
each settling down at its own pace. 
Here's the lesson, the hard part-- 
be like the snow, soften your heart. 


— Priscilla Turner Spada 


BUT I FORGOT TO PACK 


She came to retrieve me, 

or escort me. 

It wasn't clear whether 

I was going back 

to some place I had been 

or to some place new. 

We started the journey 

and I suddenly remembered. 
“But I forgot to pack. 

I don't have my small suitcase." 
“Don’t worry,” she said. 

“You won’t need it. 

You can wear whatever you want, 
whatever you dream.” 

She was right, I suppose. 

I looked back 

and my body was still on the bed 
where I had left it. 


—Keith Tornheim 
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EARLY AUTUMN MOOD 


In this season of longing 

abandoned leaves begin to fall, 

the sky puts on a gray sweater 

as the days shorten and weather cools. 


In this season of longing 

the hummingbird still visits 

the last blossoms on the balcony, 
soon it will flee to warmer climes. 


In this season of longing 
bright orange pumpkins appear 
in stands along the road. 


Orbs to be turned into ghoulish visages. 


In this season of longing 

the full moon's face, a white ghost, 
is swept, again and again, by clouds 
flying like geese across the heavens. 


In this season of longing 

a sense of emptiness prevails 

for something that is lost 

although its name remains unknown. 


—Lainie Senechal 
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THE SHORELINE 


My past surrounds me, both casualty and beauty 


where as they say 
"that ship has sailed" 


My Mother at the shore 

in her wild brilliance, loving passion 
exuding in every emotion. 

Too hard to fault in uninhibited rage 
triggered by loving a dreamer 

who often disappeared 

returning inebriated 

with sarcasm and blame. 


There were times 

in the middle of the night 
she dressed us 

in our half asleep unbalance 


to steer us clear of such impending scenes. 


I think we'd take the A train 
to I don't remember where 
nor did I care. 


It was then my love for trains began. 
I felt safe in the soothing motion 

of the rumble and rock on the tracks 
from any stuck despair. 


This is where my curiosity 

likened thoughts observing strangers 
along the ride. 

Studying their features and expressions 
under the magnifying light 

reflections off the metal poles 

and blackened windows 

into exterior white wall stops 

to their departures. 


Where will they go? 
I imagined places I might someday 


another shore far away. 


— Bridget Seley Galway 
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DEATH, THE FINAL JOKE 


So, Old Ned walks into a bar. 

The locals recoil upon recognition. 

Their hackles rise in smoldering anger. 

Common thought is that Old Ned is pretty 

Nervy to spike their jovial conviviality.- Perdition! 


Old Ned couldn't be more mirthful. 
He 's in one of his elements, absent 
From his roaring, molten inferno. 
He ‘s thinking outside of the box: 


Who, among that swarm of humanity, 

Could be shepherded, with his abetment, 

Into a sepulchral, fitted box? 

What chaff with clandestine evil 

Could he sever from the wheat of humankind? 


The barkeeper grows red-faced, apoplectic when 

Old Ned orders a round of Zombies, and then 

Another, on the house; however, he grimly complies, 
Wordlessly cursing the heavy handed visitant from Hades. 
In a humorous vein, some of the more courageous 
Murmur that the outrageous gesture 

Would serve to detach them from dissolute ways. 


There is a plurality among those present 

Who, despite all, aspire when their allotted days expire, 
To soar upward toward their final reward. 

Death would furnish the final joke 

If certain blokes among that crew failed to repent 
Complicit, furtive, curtained deeds. 

They would , no doubt, deem it a slap upside their head 
If they weren't redeemed in a state of grace, once dead. 


Still, most of the company sit stone faced 

Pondering diverse futures. Self-guilt provokes willful torment. 
Old Ned clicked his heels and danced as he withdrew. 

Old Ned's scheme a success, dread bred in his wake. 

He was heard to exclaim as he sped through the night, 

"Let's merry be, on with the show!” 


—Harris Gardner 
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WHAT HAS TO HAPPEN? 


What has to happen?— she dares to ask herself, 

sitting as if frozen in the chair, 

staring at the door he slammed some hours 

ago, she like a nicknack on a shelf. 

He grabbed his bag of coke—she's lost all trust 

in him. Though she's his wife, she's learned how ours 


means his to do with as he'll choose—and ours 
is never hers. Now she recalls herself 

silent to his threats, his rage. No trust 

remains. No proof supports her fears. The chair 
absorbing her, she senses she's a shelf 

of feelings never felt. As minutes, hours 


somehow pass, forever vanished hours, 

she decides she has to leave, that ours 

will never be; her safety on this shelf 

may end when he returns. Outside herself, 
she has to make a plan beyond this chair. 
The boys lie peacefully asleep. They'll trust 


in her. They love adventure. She'll earn trust 

soon, when beyond her husband's reach. This chair 
will not stay safe—she has to dare. These hours 
she's still, he's fabricating truths where ours 

have dissolved. But she must lift herself 

from this heavy, catatonic shelf. 


She'll choose from every drawer and closet shelf. 
Her Catholic family may not want to trust 

her plan to save the boys. She chose, herself, 

to live so far away from home—the hours 

far east of Mom and Dad—this life not ours 

to them. She has to make one call. This chair 
feels separate now. She needs no chair, 

despite the hour, to dial the phone, to shelve 

one doubt. “Hello?” Mom, will you help. “Ү ow're ours. 
Please, come stay with us. We'll always trust 

in you." No talk of vows—divorce. The hour 
shows light. She must accomplish this herself. 


She'll leave the chair behind. Armed with Mom's trust, 


she grabs trash bags from a shelf. In hours, 
she's packed the car. The boys, herself—we ’re ours. 


—Paulette Demers Turco 
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(WHAT I ONCE CALLED) HANDLING IT 


One story  abarBelluscio's white siding 
small high windows on the side of town 
the town had sides 
down by the summer cottages а few blocks 
in from the shore е Italian and Portuguese 
at the end of the Sound 
families our father went there 
he wanted to fitin pressed wood paneling 
Dale Carnegie deceptions 
he would not run into neighbors he made 
bar friends not house friends once our mother 
he left school at 16 does it matter 
sent my sister and her boyfriend 
down there to find him I forget why 
the summer our father threatened weekly 
maybe some broken arm some 
thing broken our mother needed to tell him or 
who could tell the house so neat 
was sheattheedge like she often was 
but not enough to leave and anyway 
we were such good girls 
she never learned to drive or maybe 
Iseenow taking care of caring 
as imagined to take care of something 
only not really and grateful I know 
Į did not wantto | could not handle it 
be stay quiet who will notice 
the way my sister did who could 
corral him and tell him to come back 
the promises the legends 
like she could pour for him 
atdinner to keep him happy 
ours a childhood he never had 


as later my sister poured for herself 

athome  inthecar through her marriage 
he left school abandoned home 

every day fora while 


—Anna M. Warrock 
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BRODSKY 


Bursting sentient Cyrillic spill, 

the sardonic twist of his lips sent word 
mists: mournful, low, and melodious 

rising and writhing with unfurling worlds, 
beyond tiny circular burn marks, the nervous 
ash of constant cigarettes leave on a worn tee shirt 
gazing from the pages of The New Yorker, 
through Avedon's ambiguous, visual twists, 
into the windows of the reader's soul, 

as if tattered silk were sailing the tired ship 
sorely listing in a sea of humanity, 

set on sound, his eyesight blurred, 

like the tenor tones of the rabbi gathers 

the homeless in a Diaspora of rant, 

phoning a most open whole on loan, 
comfort the frozen finite derives 

from the warmer infinite and finally, 

the ironic distance of the victim: 

Joseph Aleksandrovich Brodsky, 

beloved only son, the one, 

Akhmatova chose for stardom, 

gleaning threshed bits, morsels 

from the creator's grand banquets, 

where all, let's say, in our linear way, 
rushes out, tide-like, by day and 

reeling round waltzes home by night, 

"et cetera, et cetera, and so forth," 

bemused child of Calliope, stoically 

intent on writing what he heard, 

bearing powerful, ground-based rage, 

his time impressed, answering 

an earth-bound consciousness, 

insane, senseless babel of the iron age, 
dung-shoveling, wary and detached, 

tired, sick at heart and too kind to let us 
hope he could ever be more than just a poet. 


— Billie Jean Stratton 
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ROLE REVERSAL 


A frail, elderly man walks slowly into the clinic, 
one hand on his cane, the other 

on the arm of a middle-aged woman 

who guides him across the room 

to a chair, on the seat of which 

sits an empty plastic cup 

someone left behind. 


He stares a long moment as if it 

has some significance he can't quite grasp 
before the woman, without disturbing 

his grip on her arm, picks it up, tosses it 
into a trash can, eases him 

into the chair, and sits in the one beside him. 


His eyes drift around the room, 

and he seems unsettled, 

as if traveling some foreign land 

where the signals and signs are unreadable. 
She takes out a tablet and turns it on 

to show him something on the screen that 
seems to relax him, even brings a little smile. 


As I watch, I suddenly imagine them 
walking down the sidewalk, 

him young and strong 

her a giggling toddler 

taking three steps to his one, 

and he stops to lift her in the air, 
holding her up to the sky, 

as if giving thanks for 

this gift, this miracle. 


—Charles Coe 
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CLYTEMNESTRA 
Who shall tear the curse from their blood? 
Oresteia by Aeschylus 


Blood. so much. blood. 
cloak soaked. red. red. 
hands slipping. 

knife slipping. 

heart flailing slakeless fury. 
stabbing. three 

times stabbing. 

the body. I once 

loved. the man. I once 
lay with. now helpless. 
in the bath. 


We traveled to Aulis, my daughter and I 
bumping along in an uncomfortable cart, 
sing sorrow, sorrow 
filled with trunk loads of linen garments suitable 
for a royal bride. she eager to marry the fearless Achilles, 
the husband her father had chosen. 


I didn't know 
of Artemis' anger, 
the slain stag staining her sacred forest. 
I didn't know 
of winds that wouldn't blow. 
I knew nothing 
of the sacrificial altar, 
or the throat-slitting knife hidden in his tunic. 


Ten years nurturing rage, 

my daughter slaughtered like a goat. 
What blame to take a lover to my desolate bed 

while men’s dark actions destroy a city. 
Ten years of killing, raping, enslaving, 

all for a boy’s war, a beautiful woman. 


Agamemnon strutting on a purple carpet 
as the people of Argos cheered, 
bowing to their triumphant lord. 
sing sorrow, sorrow 
then he went. to his bath. 
where. I was. waiting. 
Chorus: 
What is that shadow we see? 
Is that a mother pleading for pity 
as her son approaches? 
who shall tear the curse from their blood? 


— Claire Scott 
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DARK OBSERVATIONS 


It is, cosmologists tell us, true 

That dark matter is best viewed 

From a great distance, thrice removed— 
Envy, distrust, theft, lies, a love 

Lately gone—all painful when seen 
With clarity through the mirrored lens 
That sharpens every nuance 

Even as it dulls belief and sense. 


You slide into a deep black hole, 
Sucked into a funk not even radio 
Waves penetrate. An awful deep 
Space, empty, where there is nothing 
But black broth to sip as light slips 
Unseen toward oblivion and breakfast. 


—Bruce Morton 


WHEN HE DIED 


When he died there was 
the box under the bed 


with the things he treasured 
most: the key to a car long 


since junked, some baseball 
cards, a blackened rose from 


the high school prom, a college 
ring with his fraternity embossed 


on the stone, a picture of his dead 
brother and two love letters unsigned 


and yellowing which his wife tore up 
then placed the box under the bed 


—Zvi A. Sesling 
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“Oh death, where is thy sting?” 1 Corinthians had it right. So does Harris Gardner in his 
affecting affirmation of life, fittingly entitled No Time for Death. Slicing through 

humanity’s Gordian knot of denial, Gardner confronts mortality with memory and poetic craft, 
assisted by a large dose of wit. His stratagems are nothing if not down-to-earth and sensible. The 
collection’s three subtitles convey Gardner’s personified logic: An Argument with Time, 
Contemplating Mortality Instead of My Navel, and Negotiating for an Afterlife. 


The third poem in this collection, the title poem No Time for Death, sets the tone. Gardner lays 
out the human condition earnestly, both what we know and what we don’t know. Like most of us 
the poet exhibits frustration at the inexorable nature of things. His sober and practical take on 
time leads to spurts of anger as he plots his possibilities of escape or delay. Although the poet’s 
impassioned will may not triumph in walking-around reality, it does assert itself in this poem. 
Here’s a bit of Gardner’s poetic discontent, 


When we shatter the fragile hours, 

Nothing remains in the bone-man’s sack. 

We cannot choose to refuse the invitation. 

We can only walk the walk on the streets of the dead. 
We can offer up prayers for life on some prefab plane 
Where the CFO keeps the brittle book of our days. 


Maybe the weights will balance in our favor. 
Maybe we shall come back to clean up loose ends. 
Maybe the sentence gets upended, gets suspended. 
Seven, six, five, four, three, two— 

Will you stop for one forsaken minute! 


In his poem entitled Inconvenient Baggage Gardner delves into the essence of time, a 
phenomenon that won’t quit. Time’s didacticism stamps its emblems on even new beginnings 
(or, as Gardner describes them, bruised suitcases). The present only enables momentary pauses 
before the past lurches ahead toward a future of flawed promise or false prophesies. The poet 
details the problem in his opening stanzas, 


The was awhile ago. 
It was not a happy was 
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Because no one wanted 
To be taught by was. They thought 
Will be, a promise, more or less. 


Was was neglected, abused. 

First drafts, tomes, and bridges 

Fueled bonfires. Fuming was for naught. 
These postcards for posterity 

Were a banquet for flames. 


Rather then overcoming poverty the poet's persona confronts it, stares it down and finds another 
way to accomplish what must be accomplished. Until the Last Recorded Dime, Gardner's 
impressive villanelle variation, guides the reader through the process of finding worth and 
parenting creation out of the depths of impoverishment. The lines meld together perfectly as a 
good villanelle should. The rhyme and repetition of “dime” and “time” acts as the poem's 
insistent knell that offers hope for hard work. Consider this stoic and elevating conclusion, 


You can't stop the hands, the clock tolls the chime, 
So you grin and concoct a mask of cheer 
When you have been broke a very long time. 


Your efforts ease you into the sublime. 
You move to the beat only you can hear. 
You adapt when you live from dime to dime. 


Each day you wash away more of the grime. 
Your mind is full, but your focus is clear. 

You manage to manage after a time. 

No more holding your breath from dime to dime. 


Expanding the MRI medical procedure to a Hollywood movie production, and then even further 
to a metaphoric take on man's mortality makes absolute sense to me (since I had one of those 
damn things myself). Gardner's poem So You Want to Be in Films does this and does it well. 
Human powerlessness in the face of mortality takes center stage in this performance. The culprit, 
a heart murmur, cannot be separated from the protagonist, their relationship being one of utter 
dependency. Luckily for the poet's persona, the short-term prognosis requires no drastic action. 
Long term it's another story, as it is for all breathing creatures. As the street corner prophet 
proclaims, "the end is nigh." Here, scripted in a mechanical channel between life and death, is 
the heart of the poem, 


The MRI- The camera covers all 
The angles: close-ups and long shots. 
My heart is a ham. It performs 

An unscripted dance. 


A cocoon immerses me in Mozart's music. 


A tunnel floods with light; 
Still, I want to dream. 
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The technician keeps me alert. 
“Breathe, exhale, hold your breath.” 
I am drowning in light. 


Another well-wrought villanelle, entitled Cemetery Visit, appears late in the collection. 
Overcome by guilt, the narrator addresses his long dead father, a father who monopolizes his 
prayers. Not surprising, since many petitioners see their earthly father’s face as the face of God. 
Procrastination, rebellion, and letting-go are the issues to be faced within the poet’s art, not 
emotionally, but in a quasi-logical, rhythmic way. Gardner negotiates with himself and nears a 
conclusion, 


All our lives are merely on loan. 
I rebel and demand to know why. 
I write, rather than visit, to atone. 


When grindstone struggle compels a groan, 
I imagine his face in cloud framed sky. 
Years have passed since we’ve seen our father’s stone. 


It’s simple to observe that we are prone 
To procrastinate when we should stop by. 
I write, instead of visit, to atone. 


Gardner’s dry-eyed, masterly meditations throughout this collection border on the metaphysical, 


that is, before stoicism intervenes. Over and over this poet’s understated inventions portend a 
new world and a concomitant genesis of acceptance and healing. Amen. Yes, amen to that. 
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ON THE CAR RADIO, VON BIBER’S CIACONA IN D MAJOR FOR VIOLIN 
AND CONTINUO 


I begin to listen, not to the melody as usual, but from the ground up, 
to the bass line that repeats 

every eight bars, a trampoline 

bouncing me to the trees weaving the melody 

and back down to the roots, which hold everything, 

free me, pilgrim me, loose a murmuration 

of starlings that swirl away but always return, 

violin and bass interlacing 


with tremolos of delight, glissandos of relief, syncopating 
in synchrony, each voice knowing how to give, when 

to take, exchanging codas of care. What if we could 

listen to the earth the way the bass burbles up, thundering, 
to the violin's glissandos that roar with sunlight, 

turn dusky, lean in? If we could hear 

the warming ocean's shimmering dissonances? 

Become like dung beetles, navigating by the stars? 


If we could listen to the water trickling over granite streambeds, 

to the whales breaching, dolcissimo and doloroso, 

at dawn, the lion padding adagio 

over the savanna, to people in kitchens pouring 

orange juice; in alleys, humming, chanting; on subways, 

reading the latest rondos of news—shootings, drought, and wildfires 
spreading across continents? To the violin's squeals, 

dissonant, when someone's experimental 


protocol has failed, or plucking pizzicato as a man on a sidewalk 

catches, in his arms, a child falling from a window, 

to the Hela cells that keep spelling out their sorrowful sequences? 
All of us curled inside the stories that run through us 

like vines. We tangle, trying to hear each other. 

What if I could listen to you this way, darling, your voice leaning 
against mine, mine springing lightly away from yours? 

A gust of wind ruffles my hair, and the highway ribbons on. 


— Wendy Drexler 
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ARCHIPELAGO OF SYLLABLES 


red keeled white boat floats 
in the sky above the bay — 
homemade weathervane 


kids crying out there 
on the island turn into 
gulls and fly away 


the Creator made 
the jellyfish long before 
Leviathan 


peering back through my 
binoculars a grey seal's 
cavernous black eyes 


a blanket of moss 
covers everything I should 
lie down and keep still 


I hope I don't dream 
of vacuum accessories 
all night long again 


it's a long story 
every stone along the shore 
an eon or more 


the Great Bald Eagle 
looks small in its sprawling nest 
on top of the bridge 


it gets cold evenings 
telling yourself it’s summer 
doesn’t work for long 


lay some rubber down 
on the island’s two main roads 
teens doing donuts 


it seems natural 
faded plastic flamingoes 
poke around these weeds 
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no rush to repair 
the houses whose roofs cave in 
jamming their doorways 


navigators know 
these isles like stars in the sky 
are not all the same 


admirals and monarchs 
sail along these shorelines edged 
with flowering milkweed 


—Alfred Nicol 


LINES 


Paul Klee went for a walk with one 
Johnny Cash walked the line 
commands: getinline lineup 
you're out of line. 


Fishing lines lines of demarcation 
zigzag diagonal perpendicular 
equatorial clef lines 

lineups headlines. 


Women know the most significant 

lines are worn on our skin 

“furrowed brow” "crow's feet" “marionettes” 
“wrinkles” as if we were covered in chintz. 


Facial lines make mirrors enemies, 
but the word line is innocent of its modifiers. 
So pick whichever line you want, 


for me, I prefer line of verse. 


—Karen Klein 
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MY AUNT'S CHERRY TREES 


In mid-winter we pull pies out of the freezer, 

taste the fourth of July, sauce, sweet and acidic, 
sitting briefly on the tongue, a memory of childhood. 
Outside the trees stand silent, stick bare 

branches waving in the cold air. 


Familiarity can cause one to be unastonished. 

Seeing something daily might feed a lack of wonder 
Or it can entwine us, make us love, convince us 

That a sour cherry tree, raised from a slip of a sapling 
Into gnarled solidity, might even have a sort of soul. 


My aunt loved her two trees. She could not bear it 
when selling the empty house, the casually cruel 
buyer said he would uproot them, toss them away. 
They were remnants of the family she no longer had, 
outliving both her husband and the elder daughter. 


A large truck, two carefully wrapped Amarelle cherries, 

a crew to dig holes, meticulously plant them. For thirty years 
they have stood outside my window. In the summer 

we wallow in their abundance, latticed pies, jars of sticky jam, 
delighted neighbors and still more than enough to share 


with the birds and small animals as if we embodied 
the generous spirit of a Saint Francis. The generosity 
is not ours but the trees, their bright lipstick-red orbs 
vivid in the sun. The trees, as if thankfully repaying 
my Aunt's love of them, give and give and give. 


It is spring again, they have flowered 
A fluffed burst of popcorn. The bees 
Drunk on the pollen fly purposefully 
from blossom to blossom doing Cupid's 
hard work. I gaze at these fulsome trees, 


the bees, the moist spring ground, 
think about the repeating rhythms 
that we take for granted, the many 
who are gone now and what makes us 
love someone, or something. 


—Michael Ansara 
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WINTER DIPTYCH 
Panel 1 


Impatient snowdrops, premature crocuses, 
permit me to warn you 


against these unseasonably 
warm February days! 


Panel 2 


Coldest day of the year: minus 8 overnight; 
with windchill minus 30. 


Red Sox equipment van has departed for Florida: 
1400 mile road trip. Thoughts turn 


to mothers in beach chairs at surf's edge, 
children with shovels and pails; 


colorful umbrellas planted in a circle: 
scantily clad girls applying sunscreen, 


boys toss a football back and forth: 
bare chests, rippling six-packs; 


man prone on blanket, bald, well-tanned, 


radio beside him: Sunday double-header. 


—Mark Pawlak 
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SCREEN SHOTS IN THE HOLY LAND 


They are dying willy-nilly in yet another crease in the fabric of history 
burned bombed blasted 

ripped raped ravaged 

in the streets of the world 

each army in its turn 

each religion claiming god as birthright 

each fighting over earth irrigated by blood of their children 

and looking down to see what grows under smoke-blackened suns. 


How certain are you of rectitude? 

How reassured that the last thought of those whom you love 

will thank you for their death? 

What 1s it worth to be sure that you are just and holy? 

Why are you spurred to kill, although 

without a free limb to raise arms 

as your dead child rests within your hands? 

Is it answer that the other first killed? 

Did your bible say a thousand eyes of children for a hundred eyes of children? 
What is man, they ask in prayer? 

How today do you answer, cloaked in the surety that you are sacred 
midst a drench of blood? 


Oh— see--- 
it is the blood of the other...... 


—Stephen M. Honig 
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WHERE THE WATER RETURNS 


The farmer climbs up to the ancestral roof 
And checks the shingles 

It's been raining 

a thin man, eyes ordinary as glass he's seen 
Old neighbors who stay put 

lazily float by, along with a horse 

A loose joist lets in the rain 

he listens for the telltale wind, praying 

to an emptying sky 


He sets his watch as the power dies 
feels a weight 

as he puts on his nightshirt 

On a wall, a candle casts spokes of light 


ii. Family photograph 

When he was a boy he asked 

his older brothers about the Lenape curse 
a young, native woman from the old town 
who would not renounce her river gods 
tied to a stake 

in the rising floodplain 


Her prophets called revenge 

bodies sprawled like drunks in trees 
torn by the rapids 

grief flowed like mud along the Raritan 
In the place named ‘falling water’ 


They told him to shut up about nightmares 
the myth and the trees felled for profit 
from the sawmill 

Where he subjected his ears to 

the saw’s turbine to drown out 

the screams 


iii. Somehow myth’s meaning contained 
the town's prosperity, 
the church attended by he and his wife 


as he touches the empty space in the bed beside him 


After dawn the farmer wakes 

in darkness 

hears the rain 

striking shingles, the groan of a joist 
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in need of a nail and tries to sleep 


Dreaming of clear skies 
He and his wife stroll among meadow violets 
the eye of heaven in each puddle 


Black water rushes in 

floorboards buckle underneath him 

What he sees 

is not an image of a noose tightening, 

nor retribution 

but Eye meeting eye where the water returns. 


—Eric Jason Silverman 


GET DRUNK WITH ME 


Oh get drunk with me 
let's get blind to see 
truth's scales evening 
loss of beauty-power 
and cognitive function 
old age 
the great leveler 
upon us all. 
—Randall Rogers 


GO FORWARD 


Deep within rain possibility sings 
Heart break in sad light 

Step out into the deluge 
Dance in sorrow dance in grief 

If you cannot keep time 
Dance off beat 

Dance out of sync 
However and always 

The spirit calls 

Do not fear 

The cardinal's on the iron bird bath 
His red-black song swells 

Rises to the top-most branch 

Of tallest tree 


— Molly Mattfield Bennett 
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ON THE COMMON 


Where the paved path forks 
beyond the war memorial — 


wild turkeys authorize themselves 
in silence, in their cascaded 


bronze plumage like judges’ robes, 
on wattled throats their venerable 


heads, snooded for alarm, beady-eyed, 
from their wandering of short flights. 


With no respect for our holidays 
they've come from forests of centuries ago 


possessing themselves to measure with 
the statue of the Union soldier, 


having seen more of us than we of them?— 
indifferent to our cell phones' aims 


in the mirror of whatever you approach 
as it approaches you. 


— Michael Steffen 
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TULIPS 


I hear а mirror-sound that won't be ignored — ‘two lips,’ 
yours as willing as mine 


red blossom, caught 
in the narrow-waisted vase 


why am I always surprised when, to each other, 
they speak their own language? 


Snake-neck stems, winding 
the air to raise the flower cup 


how did you learn to kiss 
like that? How did I? 


Fields of them in gray Skagit light 
the land woven with bright stripes 


there must be a million muscles, more 
nerves to orchestrate one long kiss 


blousy-open, black anthers 
hanging by sheer threads 


when your lips travel the length of my skin 
mine can do nothing but shape O! O! 


In the rain I planted hundreds — 
the bed full — apricot blushed with pink 


because I want only to wake 
feeling yours soft on my neck 


the vaseful, careening from bud to ruin 
here on the dresser, petals everywhere. 


—Lisa Charnock 
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NIGHT COURT 


On the day before he died he asked where I kept my gun 

In a locked drawer, key hidden from everyone but me 

If only I would have kept his car keys the next day 

Or have gone with him to his favorite hiking trail 

where he said he was headed 

If only I would have told him we were having tacos for dinner 
maybe he wouldn't have driven to the railroad tracks 


Instead I sat in our living room making phone calls for him 
If only I would have told him to stay home 

and make his own phone calls 

he may not have driven to the railroad tracks 

Stood on those tracks until a train 

turned the word if into irreversible 


Turned it into a night court that crushes 

like a quilt filled with buckshot 

The deadweight squeezing sleep into insomnia 
Where the prefrontal cortex prosecutor throws 
the car keys across my frontal lobe 


The cingulate cortex defense says he didn't need car keys 
to walk twenty minutes to railroad tracks 

That we have rafters in the garage 

Ropes, razor blades, and chains on shelves 

Knives, matches and a gas oven in the kitchen 

Water for the bathtub and locks on the bathroom door 
Enough evidence for a jury's verdict of not guilty 


If only the verdict would refill that quilt 
with silk as light as absolution 


—Ellaraine Lockie 
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AT SEVENTY-FIVE 


you notice snow falling through hemlock 
how it glazes feathery edges 


you see the brook lace its way 
through dried leaves, see 


oval red berries 
thorn bush alongside 


you think of what you have 
but cannot hold 


ice glazed edges 
rushing water, these berries 
hidden by thorns 


breath leaves your chest 
in damp cold, its mist 
swirls, vanishes. 


—Madeleine Fuchs Holzer 


TRANSFIXATIONS, FOR VOICE AND STRINGS 


His should have been much better than her work, 
where even the title seems so out of place— 
another youngster with some modish quirk 

of melody, without a hint of grace. 

Polite applause—the thing deserves no more— 
how he wishes for one phrase of Mahler, 

or a touch of Schubert, Schumann, or 

a witty phrase with hints of muted color. 


Or are these flaws more common in his scores, 
the all too frequent use of muted strings, 

the tangled webs his counterpoint explores. 

To suffer melody that flirts and sings, 

her mastery of it! That hurts the most: 

what once he craved and found, but now has lost. 


—Donald Wheelock 
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BLUE 
ama cudjoe wrote of : "the failure to capture what the imagination sees” 


Indigo prints on cloth, 

many hands, in many lands 

stirred the cauldron, dipped in dye. 
They squeezed and wrung and hung. 
Many fingers sewed row after row, 
borders, squares, arcs 

of white stitchings 

lovingly in the blue of night 

leaving their lacey traces for us. 


I know of crinkling pages, 
where words were stamped, 

in rows of blue block letters, 
marks faded now like scars 
that mottle our skin, letters 
that burned long ago, still ours, 
still what was left behind. 


I have seen yellowed maps, 

the pale boundaries of lands. 
Their empty spaces open 

a vast expanse to imagine, 

to roam a place once known, 

its shape penned by human hands. 


We search dark skies, 

drink a draught of its blue. 

It draws us in, slakes our thirst. 
We stare and search the stars 
that flicker here, then over there. 
We imagine other lives. 

Stars blink, then flicker and go, 
as our souls listen for cries 

from the indigo of endless night. 


—Sandra Thaxter 
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BLOOD TIES 


Over shad roe and fried potatoes 

my immigrant straight-line father 
announced to me over the paper 
when I was ten: 

in these times everyone 

should be a citizen of the world. 

No passports needed! 

Perhaps no surprise I came to believe 
I had no home 

but skin, no aptitude or credential 

but blood for this human business. 

He set me painting, like Tom Sawyer, 
our white picket fence 

built around my childhood, but 

made it easy enough to clamber between the rails, 
cross the rivers. 


For him this country started with a tariff: 
incarceration, broken phone lines, inked fingers 
fists, long waiting , fear, 

fog bandaging the jagged incisions of city skyline 
across uncrossable gulf of the Hudson. 

Ellis Island, week after week 


waiting for his sponsor to get word of his arrival and come. 


Still he chose to stay on after that, 

brought his family here, 

mucked-in, rooted, took the oath, voted, 
adding his quotient to the common trove, 
living a life by his honest lights 

fit to be in plain sight. 

In a generation in which no one ever asked 
how you were feeling. 


With no children to raise, 

I measure generations 

differently. The long lank of time 

like millwater overspilling a stilled wheel. 
The long-ago seems nearer. 

Someday, infinitely far. 

I sometimes find myself 

all regard and aspect, hawk on a wire, 
awaiting a current like a surfer, 

keeping my own counsel and too much history, 
a foreigner myself in place and time 
carrying wounds 

from wars I never fought. 


Where do you fit in 
to this lovely, terrifying world's 
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simmer and seethe, you, too, 

with a paintbrush and a body 

small enough to slide between the bars, 
With shores to stand on, 

an ear for truth, 

and your own stories to tell? 

Though we never meet, 

we are in this together. 

Launch your raft. Open your wings. 


—Jennifer Phillips 


I AM MISSING 


It's the rhythm that I cannot master, 

that off-key undulation, that unsynchronized 
syncopation, that four-step gait 

which rattles the pelvis, the bones, 

until thought flees and the body soars. 


Slick with moisture, slick with heat, 
heaven's disparate downpour 

disturbs the secret rush, the secret heed, 
past timber and stone, past fall and field, 
though I grip, I cling in want, in need. 


For I am missing. And they are waiting. 
They of the cotillions and curls, 

they of the emeralds and pearls, 

they of the gracious, the living, 

they of the believing, the bowed. 


And one so young, so fair-haired 

and bright, the one to be my 

intended bride. It is for her that I ride, 
for her that I strive, for 

her that I wish to fly. 


And I grip the steed, simulating 
urgency, communicating greed, 
miming fantasy, miming make-believe, 
to make me not missing 

to make me complete. 


Yes, he is torn and heaving, 
shuddering and disbelieving, 
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his steps are failing, and 
he is none that I know, 
no horse that I’ve ever ridden before. 


Yet, the urgency of death, 
of dying, makes it so. In its 
inexorable gluttony, in its 
Missing, page 2, continue stanza 


omnipresent need, in its 
unshakable victory, it will succeed. 


For my steed, though he strains 

and bucks and huffs and heaves, is pulled by 
the blue-black mud into the traitorous 
ground. And while I fall, I realize how there 
is nobody waiting for me, nobody, at all. 


—Sarah Daly 
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WRITER'S BIOS—FALL 2023 


Nina Rubinstein Alonso's work has appeared in The New Yorker, Sumac, Broadkill Review, 
Writing in a Woman's Voice, Peacock Journal, Wilderness House Literary Review, Nixes Mate, 
etc. Her book This Body was published by David Godine Press. Recently Riot Wake was 
published by Cervena Barva Press and her story collection Distractions En Route by Ibbetson 
Street, both on Amazon. 


Michael Ansara spent many years as an activist and an organizer. He is the co-founder of Mass 
Poetry. He currently serves on the Board of the Redress Movement and the organizing team for 
Volunteer Blue. His poems have appeared in numerous journals and his essays have appeared in 
Vox, Arrowsmith, Solstice and Cognoscenti. His first book of poems, What Remains, was 
published in June of 2022 by Kelsay Books. He is currently working on a memoir. He lives in 
Carlisle, MA, with his wife Barbara Arnold and dotes on his three children and six 
grandchildren. 


Molly Mattfield Bennett has been published in /bbetson Street, Constellations, Off the Coast and 
Solstice, and was nominated for the Pushcart Prize. Her first book Name the Glory was published 
by Wilderness House Press, her second Point-No-Point was published by FutureCycle Press. 
Molly is active in the Boston Poetry Community and has completed Geography / Earth. 


Peter Bryant is a storyteller. His poetry relates to interesting experiences, nature, amusing 
anecdotes, good causes, and bringing to light little-known information. He also writes Ekphrastic 
poems. He especially likes producing poems with artwork to emphasize a core message. Peter 
has studied under Alfred Nicol and participated in Rhina Espaillat's Lyceums. His poems have 
been published in Ibbetson Street and Merrimac Mic anthologies. 


Mary Buchinger is the author of seven collections of poetry; her most recent books are 
Navigating the Reach (Salmon Poetry, 2023) and Virology (Lily Poetry Review Books, 2022); 
The Book of Shores 1s forthcoming. Her work has appeared in AGNI, Maine Review, Plume, 
Salamander, Salt Hill, Seneca Review, and elsewhere. She teaches at Massachusetts College of 
Pharmacy and Health Sciences and serves on the New England Poetry Club board. Website: 
www.MaryBuchinger.com 


Lisa Charnock's poetry has appeared in The Hopkins Review, The Southern Poetry Review, 
Paterson Literary Review, Grist, and Red Wheelbarrow, among other publications. Lisa earned 
her MFA at the Solstice Creative Writing Program, and has studied under Ellen Bass, Danusha 
Laméris, and many other wonderful poets. She taught a bimonthly poetry workshop at the 
Salinas Valley State Prison for over a decade. 


Charles Coe is the author of four books of poetry: All Sins Forgiven: Poems for my Parents, 
Picnic on the Moon, Memento Mori, and Purgatory Road, all published by Leapfrog Press. He is 
also author of Spin Cycles, a novella published by Gemma Media. Charles is an adjunct 
professor of English at Salve Regina University in Newport, Rhode Island and Bay Path 
University in Longmeadow, Massachusetts, teaching in both MFA writing programs. 
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Dennis Daly lives in Massachusetts with his wife, Joanne. They have four adult children. Daly 
graduated from Boston College and earned an M.A. in English Literature from Northeastern 
University. He has previously published ten books of poetry and poetic translations. An eleventh 
book is due out in January 2024, published by MadHat Press. Please visit his blog here: 
dennisfdaly.blogspot.com. 


Sarah Daly is an American writer whose fiction, poetry, and drama have appeared in twenty 
literary journals including One Art, Quail Bell Magazine, Two Hawks Quarterly, and 
Euphemism. 


Wendy Drexler is a recipient of a 2022 artist fellowship from the Massachusetts Cultural 
Council. Her fourth collection, Notes from the Column of Memory, was published in September 
2022 by Terrapin Books. She served as the poet in residence at New Mission High School in 
Hyde Park, MA, from 2018-2023, and is programming co-chair for the New England Poetry 
Club. 


Bridget Seley Galway artist/poet poems have been published in Provincetown Magazine's Poet's 
Corner, Poetry Porch, and Bagel with the Bards anthologies, to name a few. Ibbetson Press 
published her collection *What Moments Yield", which is included in several library collections, 
including N.Y.C Poetry House. Her art has been exhibited throughout New England, reviewed in 
several magazines, and selected for the covers of Bagel with Bards, Ibbetson Press, and 
individual poet publications. She is currently the Arts editor/Curator of Wilderness House 
Literary 


Harris Gardner has published two poetry collections: Chalice of Eros co-authored with Lainie 
Senechal); the second book No Time for Death, published February,2022; 2 chapbooks: Lest 
They Become(2003) and Among | Us (2007) Sixty credits. Poetry Editor, Ibbetson Street: 2010 
to present; co-founder: Tapestry of Voices and Boston National Poetry Month Festival with 
Lainie Senechal. (2001-Present); Recipient of Ibbetson Street Life Time Achievement Award- 
2015. Citation from Massachusetts House of Representatives-2015. Recipient of the Sam 
Cornish Award from New England Poetry Club June 25, 2023. 


Patricia L. Hamilton, author of The Distance to Nightfall, is a Professor of English in Jackson, 
Tennessee. She won the Rash Award in Poetry in 2015 and 2017 and has received three Pushcart 
nominations. Her most recent work has appeared in The Ekphrastic Review, Plainsongs, Prime 
Number Magazine, Innisfree Poetry Journal, and Rushing Thru the Dark. 


DeWitt Henry's recent books are RESTLESS FOR WORDS: POEMS (Finishing Line Press, 
2023); a new U.S. edition of FOUNDLINGS: FOUND POEMS FROM PROSE (with Ruth K. 
Henry) and TRIM RECKONINGS: POEMS, both from Pierian Springs Press in 2023. He was 
the founding editor of Ploughshares and is Prof. Emeritus at Emerson College. Details at 
www.dewitthenry.com. 


Madeleine Fuchs Holzer was the first Educator in Residence at the Academy of American Poets. 
She is presently curating an anthology of Teach this Poem lessons, many of which she wrote 
over the past ten years. Earlier poetry was included in Pearl, The Patterson Literary Review, 
other literary magazines, and, most recently, in /bbestson Street. A former MacDowell resident, 
Madeleine holds a Masters in English/Creative Writing from NYU. She lives in Cambridge. 
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Stephen M. Honig's five books of poetry cover a wide range of subjects, including philosophy, 
history, politics and Homo Sapiens as apex predator. Author of a collection of short stories and a 
war novel published in August, 2023, he currently is working on an experimental book of poetry 
created in a parallel universe. 


Robert K. Johnson, retired, former Professor of English, taught at Suffolk University for many 
years. For eight years, he was also Poetry Editor of IBBETSON STREET magazine. His poems 
have been published individually in a variety of magazines here and abroad. His most recent 
full-length collections of poems are FROM MIST TO SHADOW and CHOIR OF DAY. 


Karen Klein has been writing poems published in magazines, online journals, newspapers, and 
performed in dance theater works since the 1990's. In 2016 

she founded teXtmoVes, a poetry/dance collaborative; most recent dance theater 
performances in 2023 with choreographer/dancer Sean Murphy. Her first poetry 

book, This Close, published 2022; she has now compiled a chapbook of new poems. 


Cynthia Knorr is the author of the chapbook A Vessel of Furious Resolve (Finishing Line Press, 
2019). Her poems have appeared in Hole in the Head Review, SWWIM Every Day, Café Review, 
Healing Muse, The Comstock Review, Chiron Review, and many others. After a career as a 
medical writer in New York City, she relocated to rural New Hampshire. She was recently 
named a finalist in the New Hampshire Poetry Society's tribute to Charles Simic. 


Ted Kooser has had reading and writing poetry on his mind for more than sixty years. If now 
and then he writes something that somebody likes, he says it's due to all those years of practice, 
of trying and failing. If he'd taken up archery instead, by now he could put a whole quiver of 
arrows into a bullseye at fifty yards. But he took up poetry instead, and the bullseye is a lot 
farther away. 


Ellaraine Lockie's poems have won eighty-some poetry contests and have appeared on 
broadsides, buses, rented cars, bicycles, cabins, greeting cards, key chains, bookmarks, mugs, 
coffee sack labels, church bulletins, radio shows and cable TV. 


Gary Metras: “Thanks & Please" is an on-going narrative/lyrical poem showcasing the narrator's 
relationship with nature and the elements of nature, such as the deer is this segment, including 
local history, his backyard, and speculations. Other sections have appeared in Hiram Poetry 
Review and South Florida Poetry Journal. Gary's ninth book of poems, Marble Dust, is 
forthcoming from Cervena Barva Press in 2024. 


David P. Miller's collection, Bend in the Stair, was published by Lily Poetry Review Books in 
2021. Sprawled Asleep (2019) was published by Nixes Mate Books. His poems have appeared 
in Meat for Tea, Lily Poetry Review, Solstice, Salamander, Cream Scene Carnival, Kestrel, 
Paterson Literary Review, Nixes Mate Review, and Jerry Jazz Musician, among other 
publications. Magma (UK) included two of his poems in an issue focused on teaching poetry to 
secondary school students. 
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Gloria Mindock is editor of Cervená Barva Press. She is the author of *Grief Touched the Sky at 
Night" (Glass Lyre Press, 2023) and 5 other poetry collections. Her book “ASH” won seven 
book awards and her poems have been published and translated into eleven languages. Two of 
her books were translated and published into Romanian and Serbian. Gloria was the Poet 
Laureate in Somerville, MA in 2017 & 2018. For more information visit her 

website: www.gloriamindock.com 


Bruce Morton divides his time between Montana and Arizona. His collection, Planet Mort, is 
forthcoming from FootHills Publishing. He was formerly dean at the Montana State University 
library. 


Alfred Nicol was the recipient of the 2004 Richard Wilbur Award for his first book of poems, 
Winter Light. His other publications include Animal Psalms and Elegy for Everyone, and his 
poems have appeared in Poetry, The New England Review, Dark Horse, Commonweal, The 
Formalist, The Hopkins Review, and The Best American Poetry 2018. Nicol's translation of One 
Hundred Visions of War by Julien Vocance, published in November, 2022, has been called *an 
essential addition to the history of modernist poetry." 


Ellie O’Leary is the author of Breathe Here (poetry, 2020) and Up Home Again (memoir, 2023) 
— both with North Country Press. She lives in Massachusetts where she is the Education Director 
of the Gloucester Writers Center and the outgoing Poet Laureate of Amesbury. She teaches at the 
Pyramid Life Center in Paradox, NY where she facilitates the Fall Writerfest. 


www.EllieOLeary.com. 


Tomas O'Leary: poet, translator, music-maker, singer, artist, expressive therapist. 

His New & Selected Poems from Lynx House Press: "In the Wellspring of the Ear." Previous 
books of poetry: "Fool at the Funeral," "The Devil Take a Crooked House," & "A Prayer for 
Everyone." A teacher for many years — (college, high school, elementary, adult ed) — he has 
worked for the past couple decades with folks who have Alzheimer's, playing Irish accordion and 
eliciting cognitive and emotional responses through songs, stories, poems, & free-wheeling 
conversation. 


Mark Pawlak is the author of nine poetry collections and the editor of six anthologies; and since 
1980, he has been co-editor of Hanging Loose . Away Away, a new collection from Arrowsmith 
Press will be published in Spring 2024. His most recent book is the memoir My Deniversity: 
Knowing Denise Levertov (MadHat Press, 2021). 


Jennifer M Phillips is a much-published bi-national immigrant, gardener, Bonsai-grower, and 
painter. She has lived in five states, two countries, and now, with gratitude, in Wampanoag 
ancestral land on Cape Cod, Massachusetts. Her chapbooks: Sitting Safe In the Theatre of 
Electricity (i-blurb.com, 2020) and A Song of Ascents (Orchard Street Press, 2022). Two of her 
peoms are nominated for this year's Pushcart Prize. 


Marge Piercy’s 20" collection of poetry ON THE WAY OUT, TURN OFF THE LIGHT was 
published by Knopf. and before that, MADE IN DETROIT. Her 17" novel is SEX WARS. 
DANCE THE EAGLE TO SLEEP, VIDA and BRAIDED LIVES were reissued by PM Press 
with introductions by Piercy; also short stories THE COST OF LUNCH, ETC, and MY BODY, 
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MY LIFE [essays,poems] She has given readings , speeches, workshops in over 570 venues here 
and abroad. 


Denise Provost has published in such journals as Ibbetson Street, Muddy River Poetry Review, 
qarrtsiluni, Quadrille, Poetry Porch's Sonnet Scroll, Sanctuary, and Light Quarterly. She 
received the Best Love Sonnet award from the Maria C. Faust Sonnet Competition in 2012. Her 
chapbook Curious Peach was published by Ibbetson Street Press in 2019, and her collection City 
of Stories by Cervena Barva Press in 2021. 


Randall Rogers is a Midwestern poet. He is affiliated with The Beatnik Cowboy arts magazine. 
He currently lives in Denver. 


Hilary Sallick is the author of two full-length poetry collections, /ove is a shore (Lily Poetry 
Review Books) and Asking the Form (Cervena Barva Press). Her poems appear or are 
forthcoming in Jet Fuel Review, Permafrost, Notre Dame Review, Vita Poetica, Ibbetson Street, 
and other journals. A teacher with a longtime focus on adult literacy, she also serves on the 
Board of the New England Poetry Club. (www.hilarysallick.com) 


Carla Schwartz's poems have been widely published, including in her collections “Signs of 
Marriage,” “Mother, One More Thing,” and “Intimacy with the Wind." Learn more at 
carlapoet.com. Her Twitter, Instagram, Threads, and YouTube handles are all Wcb99videos. 
Carla Schwartz is a 2023 recipient of a Massachusetts Cultural Council Grant. Her poem, “Pat 
Schroeder Was Our Mother," won the 2023 New England Poetry Club E.E. Cummings Prize. 


Claire Scott is an award winning poet who has received multiple Pushcart Prize nominations. 
Her work has appeared in the Atlanta Review, Bellevue Literary Review, New Ohio Review and 
Healing Muse among other journals. Claire is the author of Waiting to be Called and Until I 
Couldn't. She is the co-author of Unfolding in Light: A Sisters’ Journey in Photography and 
Poetry. 


Lainie Senechal, poet, artist, and former Poet Laureate of Amesbury, MA lives in 
Peterborough, NH. She was Poet-in-Residence at Mass Audubon&#39;s Joppa Flats Education 
Center. She has read and featured at many venues throughout New England. Her poetry has 
appeared in various journals and four anthologies. She co-authored two volumes of poetry. 
Her chapbook is Vocabulary of Awakening, published by Pudding House Press. 


Zvi A. Sesling, Brookline, MA Poet Laureate (2017-2020), is a five time Puschcart Prize 
nominee He has published poems and flash fiction. He edits Muddy River Poetry Review and 
10Ву10 Flash Fiction Stories. He published four poetry books and three poetry chapbooks and а 
flash fiction chapbook. His latest flash fiction is Secret Behind The Gate from Cervena Barva 
Press.. He lives in Brookline, MA with his wife Susan J. Dechter. 


Eric Jason Silverman recently met a former president in a dream and told him to reconsider 
redemption through kindness. Strangely, he did. In real life, he steers a mutinous vessel that 
includes four fish and one small dog. He and his family live west of Boston. This is his second 
poem for Ibbetson Street Press. 


Ibbetson Street 54 55 


Priscilla Turner Spada's poems and artwork are in numerous publications including many 
Ibbetson St. issues; Merrimac Mic anthologies; Quill and Parchment online mags; and Lark 
Books. She has a chapbook, Light in Unopened Windows. She is a Powow River Poet and has 
read at many regional venues including The Actor's Studio, Newburyport, MA for HERSTORY 
month; April Poetry Month at Bunker Hill Community College; Lawrence International Book 
Fair; and Rockport Poetry Fest, where her artwork and poetry have won ekphrastic poetry prizes. 


Michael Todd Steffen is the recipient of a Rotary International Fellowship, a Massachusetts 
Cultural Council Fellowship, and an Ibbetson Street Press Poetry Award. His poems have 
appeared in journals including 7he Boston Globe, E-Verse Radio, The Lyric, The Dark Horse, 
and North of Oxford. Of his second book, On Earth As It Is, now available from Cervena Barva 
Press, Joan Houlihan has noted Steffen 's intimate portraits, sense of history, surprising wit and 
the play of dark and light...the striking combination of the everyday and the transcendent. 


Billie Jean Stratton is a farm girl who never liked the barn. She spent much of her youth 
sidestepping the hired hands and practicing the flute in the acoustically superior upstairs 
bathroom. Poetry has always kept her sane. She still works like a maniac at her liquor store, 
catching poems whenever they fly by. She also swims for hours in the small lake by her home. 


Sandra Thaxter lives in Newburyport MA, born in Portland, Maine and spends summers on an 
island in Casco Bay. She has studied poetry and writing in New York City at the Poetry Project 
at St. Marks, at the 92» street Y. Currently she is studying with Alfred Nicol, and Rhina Espaillat 
of the Powow poets in Newburyport. She has two chapbooks published by Finishing Line Press. 


Keith Tornheim has six recent books, The Sacrifice of Isaac; I Am Lilith, Dancer on the Wind; 
Spirit Boat: Poems of Crossing Over; Can You Say Kaddish for the Living?; Fireflies; Spoiled 
Fruit: Adam and Eve in Eden and Beyond. His poems have appeared in Ibbetson Street, The 
Somerville Times, Boston Literary Magazine, Muddy River Poetry Review and Poetica. 


Paulette Demers Turco's Shimmer, an ekphrastic poetry collection (Kelsay Books, 2023) pairs 
her art and poetry. She is editor of The Powow River Poets Anthology II (Able Muse Press, 2021) 
and co-organizer/host of Powow Poetry readings. Her chapbook /n Silence was published by 
Finishing Line Press in 2018. Her poetry appears in The Lyric, Ibbetson Street, The Poetry 
Porch, Mezzo Cammin, Loch Raven Review, Quill & Parchment, and others. Awards include the 
Robert Frost Poetry Award, Rockport Poetry Festival Ekphrastic Poetry Awards, Lesley 
University MFA in Writing President's Award. She enjoys personifying Emily Dickinson at 
Rockport Poetry Festivals. 


Lee Varon is a social worker and writer. She is a co-editor of Spare Change News Poems: An 
Anthology by Homeless People and Those Touched by Homelessness and author of the children's 
book: My Brother is Not a Monster: A Story of Addiction and Recovery published in 2021. 


Anna M. Warrock's poems have been published in journals and performed at Boston's Hayden 
Planetarium, set to music, and permanently installed in a Boston-area subway station. She has 
conducted seminars on understanding grief and loss through poetry, and her work appears in the 
anthology Kiss me Goodnight, Poems and Stories by Women Who Were Girls When Their 
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Mothers Died, a Minnesota Book Award Finalist. Chapbooks include Horizon and From the 
Other Room, Slate Roof Press Chapbook Award winner. 


Donald Wheelock's poems have appeared in Think, Able Muse, The Orchards, Third Wednesday, 
Ekphrasis, Blue Unicorn and many other journals welcoming formal poetry. His chapbook, /n 
the Sea of Dreams, is available from Gallery of Readers Press. His first full-length book of 
poems, /t's Hard Enough to Fly, appeared last September from Kelsay Books. David Robert 
Books will publish his second book, With Nothing but a Nod, in 2024. 


Joyce Wilson is editor of The Poetry Porch (www.poetryporch.com), a literary magazine on the 
Internet since 1997. Her poems have appeared in many literary journals, among them Alabama 
Literary Review, The Hudson Review, and Poetry Ireland. Her chapbook The Need for a Bridge 
and a full-length collection Take and Receive were both published in 2019. A sequence of poems 
“The Octagonal Schoolhouse” won the Samuel Washington Allen Honorable Mention Prize 
from the New England Poetry Club in 2023. 


Elizabeth S. Wolf has published 5 books of poetry, most recently A Collection of Partings (2022) 
and I Am From: Voices from the Mako House in Ghana (2023). Her Did You Know? was а 2018 
Rattle Chapbook Prize winner. Elizabeth’s poetry appears in multiple journals and anthologies 
and has been nominated for several Pushcart Prizes. Rattle Summer 2022 featured her project 
with Prisoner Express. Her work will be archived on the moon as part of the Lunar Codex, 
expected to launch from Cape Canaveral in Dec 2023. 
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